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I KNOW NOT THE WAY.

ltmnoubemylu;going
The stars keep no wateh for the day,
.mmmmmlom,

ng ’
Shall border the kingdom of ahadows,
But kneel in thanksgiving to God
For green leafl
That tells me the waters shall cease,
And somewhere their gilver commotion
Is kissing the islands of peace.

1 hear not if heavenly voices
Are brenthi::ﬁ of comfort and trust;

“They die in & discord of noiges,
The sweet he'I: are covered with dust;

And yet since angels are singing
To-day as in ages ago,

Some qlsd note in Paradise ringi niel
Shall break through the valleys below.

1 know not the way I am going,
Nor fear lest the crossings be deep,
For where the swift waters are flowing
Their vigils God’s sentinels keep;
And this is the beauty of sorrow :
1t hides & dear hope for a day,
*To shape in gome marble to-morrow
The form we had fashioned in olay.
—Anmnie Herbert, in the Congregationalist,

A SERVIAN LOVE-POEM.

Through the hawthorn-shaded meadow a gentle
stream et floweth;

And to that streamlet, every morn, a fair young
maiden goeth

To draw the sparkling water, for her home in
white Belgrade.

Mirko b:‘:ilught a golden apple, and lovingly he
i -

“*Oh, take this gift, my pretty one; and wilt
thou noa be mine:"

The girl threw back the costly gift: **1 never
will be thine!”

Through the hawthorn-shaded meadow a gentle
streamlet floweth ;

And to that streamlet, every morn, & fair young
maiden goeth -

To draw the eparkling water, for her home in
white Delgrade.

A golde;:jchmu brought Mirko, and lovingly he

sasid

“CWilt tuke this necklace, pretty one, and wilt
thou yet be mine:”

““Away,” she cried, '‘thy chain and thee! 1
never will be thine!”

Through the hawthorn-shaded meadow a gentle
streamlet bendeth;

And to that streamlet, every morn, a fair young
maiden wendeth

To draw the eparkling water, for her home in
white Belgrade.

A ringx!iguhl brought Mirko, and lovingly he
aaid :

““Oh take this ring, my dearest one, and wilt
thou now be nune:" )
The ring is on her fiuger: **Forever I am thine!”

—-—

THE SECOND MARRIAGE.

“] can not wrife any more," said a
letter from one of my most esteemed
correspondents. ¢ The soul of my life
has fled, only the gaunt skelcton of ex-
istence remains to me. There is no
more poetry, no more art, no more in-
spiration for me. My little Ellen is
dead.”

“But,” I wrotein reply, *you are
yvoung yet, and despair is unnatural.
Twenty-five years can not bave exhaust-
ed all the sources of happiness, of con-
tentment.” 3

*No,' she wrote, ** happiness stll
dwells in the universe for others; but
my heart is consumed, blackened with
fire, withered."

I knew it was im})ossible that such
feelings should be lasting. Youthful
hearts, buoyant by nature and replete
with excellencies, are fertile in every
thing but despair. But a change of
scene, of association, was very necessa-
ry to Aurelia. My next letter contained
a pressing invitation for her to spend
the winter with me. At first she reso-
lutely declined ; but when, at Michael-
mas, I made a journey to Cloverdale on
Eurpose to bring her heme with me,

er good aunt joined her entreaties to
mine, and the result was Aurelia yield-
ed passively, and suffered herself to be
brought away.

I anticipated a double pleasure in
st:leaenting Aurelia Desmond to my

iends—tor, io spite of her protesta-
tions, I was determined that she should
be so introduced. Overand beyond the
benefit which I felt sure she would de-
rive from the companionship of asmali
circle of refined and cultivated, yet
mostly original minds, I prophesied a
pleasant surprise to more than one of
them, in contemplating the purity and
simplicity of character which made the
young widow so charming, and I inno-
cently plotted that the delicate film of
mystery which I would weave about her
should brighten the charm.

Aurelia had been an orphan from
her infancy. Her raother had been of
Quaker parentage, and left her infant,
with her dying breath, to the care of

her only sister, &« member of the order
of Friends. By Aurelia’s marriage with
one of the world’s people, she had for-
feited the religious sympathy of the con
ation, but, after tﬁe death of her
idolized husband, she had been rein-
stated in their favor, though she had
never conformed herself wholly to their
zules of dress and s h. Of course,
even =t the death of her only child, lit-
tle Ellen, she wore no mourning; and
the fact, together with the Quakerlike
simplicity wkich made her like always
‘1o be addressed by her first name, de-
termined me to conceal as much as
ible of her former history from her
new acquaintances. It was partly for
her own benefit, too, that I arranged
this little plot; since the purpose of her
visit would, doubtless, be the more
effectually gained if she could be spared
all those condolences and expressions
-of sympathy which the knowledge of
her desolate condition would naturally
call forth.

Familiar as I was with the pure and
noble qualities of her mind, her stately
and statuesque beauty, heightened, per-
haps, by that dignity which a great
ﬁne_t always imposes, impressed me

eegly. and a tender attachment sprang
ap een us.

She was introduced to my friends only
a8 Aurelia Desmond ; and they, appre-
ciating the simple dignity of the a%pel-
lation, pronounzed it with such deep
respect that its plainness could not pos-
sibly have been offensive to the most
dassidious.

I confess that my anticipations of
Aurelin were not at first perfectly re-
alized. She certainly attracted as much
attention as 1 could have desired, for
the charm of her beauty and intelli-
gence, heightened by the mournful re-
serve which displayed so perfectly her
abstraction of soul and deep acquairt-
ance with sorrow, made her every-
where an object of profound interest.
But she herself was little affected by this
attention. No eloguence or bri
-of manner could atfract her outward
from the entrenched citadel of her sor-
rowfaul

artee could waken more than ‘the
test smile about her beautiful mouth ;

bts; no piquancy of wit og |

no delicacy of sympathy, or unspoken
appreciation of her unknown grief,
could melt her from her high reserve
and make her even by sighs communi-
cative. I felt that my resources were
fast fai me—there was but one left.

¢ Aurelia,’ I said, one bri :ht winter
morning, * let us go and pay a visit. A
friend ef mine has just fimshed a beau-
tiful picture—at (liea.st he considers it his
masterpiece—and invites my inspection.
1t will be a pleasfire to you to accompa-
ny me, I am suare.”

“Yes,” she replied, simply, *I like

ictures. I hope it is a landscape, with
ne trees, mellow distance, and & biue
thread of & river crossing the fore-

ground. I shall gee then if he has
clothed his stones with the right kind
of moss, and tinted the petals of his
blossoms correctly.”

It was the first time I had known her
to show so much interest. 1 was en-
couraged. I watched her as she delib-
erately completed her toilet, by tying
she soft satin bow under her chin, ar-
ranging the rich sable furs, drawing on
the delicate gloves, taking up the faint-
ly, perfumed handkerchief, and the
pretty muff, and saying, quietly:

“ Now I am ready.”

It was impossible, I thought, not to
love one 3o pure, so sorrowful, so
sweet.

«It was very thoughtful in thee,”
she said, as we walked along—using
her pretty Quaker speech as she some-
times did in confidential moments—
¢ to screen me from comment and in-
quiry by withholding my story from
thy friends. Sometimes, indeed, I.feel
that I am leading myself to deception;
but dost thou not think it an innocent
one?”

¢ Certainly,” I replied. I think it
perfectly justifiable under the circum-
stances.”

“And yet I have thought thatif it
were discovered it might lend an un-
pleasant seeming to our conduct. Dost
thou think there is danger?"’

« Scarcely,’ 1 replied. ¢ Atleast the
probability is so remote, if it exists at
all, that it isn’'t worth while to discuss
it at present. By and by we may, per-
haps, feel justified in ourselves making
the revelation. Father Time is deal-
ing tenderly with you, I think, Ayrelia.”
Her beautiful eyes filled with tears.
“Isit kind or cruel of him,"’ she said,
“to steal the sting from our sorrows?
When I can no longer nurse my grief
the last moments of my happiness will
have passed away."”
¢« Ah!" I said, *“* the bitter fruits, like
the sweet, have their seasons of bloem,
maturity and decay. 1In place of your
asphodel will grow up spring violets
by-and-by.”

She only sighed and shook her head.
We had reached the studio, and were
entering., At this moment wy friend,
Mr, Raymond, was engaged, so we
amused ouselves for a time with the
paintings, hung on the walls, the lit-
tle sketches, half finished, which were
turned—their backs toward nus—against
the ceiling, but which I knew pretty
well how to draw forth and exhibit in a
proper light.

Yet while thas entertaining Aurelia [
was not so much admiring the pictures
as studying, by side glances, the strange
lady with whom Mr. Raymond was talk-
ing. She was a very striking person;
there was that about her which
not only arrested but rivited my
attention. The influence by which my
eyes seemed perpetually to turn to her,
from whatever station I assumed, re-
minded me of the ancient arts of fas-
cination and witchery, and I wondered
if she exerted the same power over Ray-
mond, who was stooping over the chair
in which she sat to catch her murmured
tones. Hardly —Raymond was a man
of many experiences and much pene-
tration.

Finally she rose, shook out her dain-
ty flounces with a silken touch, all the
while that her full, expressive eyes
were turned upon Raymond, and, hav-
ing given him her hand in & warm, im-
pressive manner, that was full of art,
sailed slowly down the room. As she
passed us, I noticed that her eye fell
upon Aurelia. There was a quick,and,
it seemed to me, malignant glance of
recognition, a slight and haughty stoop
of the proud form, and she passed on
with an added touch of hauteur in her
manner. I looked at Aurelia; her usu-
ally pale fuce was overspread with a
flush, and her breath seemed to come
and go between her parted lips in pants
like that of a frightened deer. Mr. Ray-
mond was approaching, however, and
I touched her arm to recall her self-
command.

The movement was effectual. The
flush subsided, leaving only a faint
trace of rose in either cheek, which add-
ed inexpressibly to her loveliness. I
could see by Raymond’s eye, as I intro-
duced my friend, that he was struck
wi.h her appearance; and I purposely
engaged them in conversation, that they
might gain some insight into each oth-
er's natures before we commenced
speaking of strictly artistic matters.
Then I questioned Raymond about the
sketches at which we had been looking ;
and thus it was, perhaps, fifteen min-
utes before the chief gurpose of our
visit was broached, and by that time
Aurelia’s composure was perfectly re-
stored. Raymond led us at once to the
center of the room, where, in the full
light of the sky-window, stood an easel
covered with a cloth. The covering was
carefully drawn aside, and the next
moment there was revealed to us simply
the head of a little girl of three years.
It was exquisite in outline and coloring,
and the expression was life-like;
thoughtful, serious, tender almost be-
yond words, yet child-like withal. I
indulged in a flood of rapturous ex-
clamations, but, turning to Aurelia, 1
saw that her eyes were suffused with
tears, and, in another instant, I heard
her softly murmuring :

*My child—my child!”’

Raymond was gazing upon her with
a deeply i)euetrating_ glance.

¢t Am mistaken?’ he asked of me,
in a whisper, as Aurelia’s preoccupation
shielded her from inquiry, “‘or is this
Mrs. Desmond, the widow of my old
friend Harry ?"’

But Awrelia’s quick ear caught the

cy |sound; she blushed crirason, and, ex-

ten: her hand with the artlessness of

a child, exelaimed :
“You know my husband? Ah! then

you will be the friend of his wife, and
refrain from exposing her to the sharp

comments of the world. No one knows
my history here but Mrs. Earle.””

Raymond r%umred her of his
discretion, and, ing to divert her
attention from the emb topie,
asked her opinion of the picture.

It is perfect. So like myown little
Ellen, too. Ah! Mr. Raymond, I should
have thought only a mother's heart
could have nourished such an inspira-
tion."

Raymond blushed at the rather em-
barrassing compliment.

‘;&F’s artists,” l{{usid, “see beauty
in all its forms. We gaze upon young
children perhaps more tenderly than
even some maternal eyes—since where
shall we catch glimpses of divine beau-
ty, perfect and unveiled, if not in the
human soul fresh from its mother’s
presence, and unstained as yet by con-
tact with the world? The child is yet
to the man what the clear mountain
spring is to the turbulent and roaring
river.”’

That visit to Raymond’s studio prov-
ed the turning point in Aurelia’s histo-
ry. Raymond came afterward often
to see us, and by his subtle yet genial
knowled%e of human nature, aided per-
haps by his thorough knowledge of her
antecedents, succeeded in that in which
so many had failed. He beguiled Au-
relin of her grief and by
his graphic powers of conversation
he touched the only chord in her heart
which grief had not had power to un-
string. Already I began to build up
the most gorgeous air-castles for my
two friends, rosy as the hues of sunset.

I had never inquired of Aurelia con-
cerning her acquaintance with the lady
whom we had met in Raymond’s studio,
thinking that it might perhaps be an
unpleasant topic. But sitting one day

in her room, a sketch dropl}md from | Mrs. Mountjoy.

upon it | marriage, and she was near breaking
only a moment—for she immediately | off the mateh.
stooped and replaced it—but its char- | And yet I like her.”

her portfolio. My eye reste

acteristics were too striking not to be
aporehended. It was a mere outline

of flowing robes, heavy fur mantle, utter incapacity of being sincere muke
nodding plumes, and dainty muff; but  her exceedingly amusing, I assure vou.
the face which the bonnet encireled was | So she called on Aurelia, did she®»

not that of the handsome woman we
had seen at Raymond's, but the ugly
and distorted head of a serpent, while
dimly through the length of the figure
I could trace the scaly, serpentine evo-
Intion and stinging tail which formed

the s)roper continuation of that odious | woman of sinister designs upon you?”

head. It was a strange conception to

|

|

she should so espeeially care, unless for
some sinister motive, to renew her ac-
quaintance with Aurelia, who moved
in so entirely different a a%here. I did
not at first see clearly. But in an in-
stant I remembered her earmest an
impressive manner, as she bade Ray-
mondhgagio:i - tha.:d mo mi . a.:I;d a
great light illumined m nd. was
more than ever dabermyi'ned that

Mountjoy should not succeed in
pernicious scheme of hers.

But Raymond! And here a dou
tered my mind which I had on
twice before entertained. He was a
man of noble intellect, of a quick per-
ception of right or wrong, but of the
strength of his moral principles I had
then and even now entertained a sus-
Eicion. If Mrs. Harold Mountjoy, with

er insinuating s, and the stron
bribe of her powerful patronage,shoul
throw herself too much in his way, how
far would he yield himself to her influ-
ence, and, while he thought himself ac-
cepting of her homage to his intellect,
become in reality the victim of her
machinations? For several rea-
sons the question was an interesting one
to me.

Raymond called that evening.
Aurelia happened to be up stairs at the
time, writing a latter, so that I enjoyed
the wished-for opportunity of a tete-a-
tete with him.

A friend of yours called here to-
day,” I said, ** who, it seems, is alsoan
old acquaintance of Aurelia’s—Mrs.
Mountjoy. She is an interesting char-
acter; de tell me about her.”

Rayroond smiled the peculiar smile of
a man of ths world.

“Yes. She and Aurelia were rivals
once, I think. That is, after Ilarry’s
engagement with Miss Leslie, he met
That was before her

What a schemer she is!

““ What is it that you like in her?”
‘¢ Her smartness, her cunning, her

“Yes. Expressed agreat admiration
for her, and a strong desire to renew
the old acquaintanece; told me of your
eulogies, and of her entire credence of |
them. Aurelia wouldn’t see her. Do |
you know, Mr. Raymond, I suspect the

Raymond smiled, and then for a mo-!

come from the brain of my magnani- | ment looked serious.

mous and high-souled friend.
s Dost thou see her?

running into iy room, with eyes dis-
tended and hair lowing like a spirit.

I followed the direction of her eager
hand, and looking out, saw that same
elegant lady entering the gate.

¢ ] can not meet her,’ said Aurclia.
* She would sting me so with her sharp
tongue that 1 should die of her venom.
Go thou down, my dear friend, and say
I am preocccupied—ill--any thing that
is net too gross a deception—that I may
escape her. You will see that 1 am
not merely & coward when you meet
her snaky eye and listen to her beguil-
ing accents.”

| casual way in the world.

|

The servant had already admitied |

her, so there was ro alternative but to
comply with Aurelia’s request. [ step-
ped to my dressing-room to add a hasty
touch to my toilet, and, turning, met
the servant with a card which Aurelia
had sent to me from the guest below.
It was a neat, elegant missive, with this
name :
MES. HAROLD MOUNTJOY.

A new light dawned upon me asl

read that name, and whatever tremors

“I can tell you,” he said, **what I

Dost thou not | dare not tell Aurelin—that she herself
see her?” exclaimed Aurelia, one day | has been my salvation.

[ met Mrs.
the most
The result
was an acquaintance which sime, her
acts, and iy indifference to couse-
quences werse fast ripening into an in-
timacy. [ domnot know whuat her ob-
ject was, nor do [ care. It might have
been simply the pleasant sensation
which such natures undoubtedly feel in
the exercise of their peculiar power.
At any rate, her sighs, her eager ques-
tions, her halt-confidences  were
doing their work when Aurelia’s noble
countenance and pure, child-like heart |
awoke me, by a sense of contrast, to my
danger. What do von think about sec-
ond marriages, my friend? Do vou
share Aurelis’s opinion that a person ean
never be twice happy in married life?"
“ Not aJtogether. With some weak,
or narrow, or idiosyneratic natures it |
may be so. But for a woman with the
large heart and overflowing sympathies
of Aurelia it is different. Undounbtedly
she will never forget her Harry; but in
the years which are to come I doubt|
not she may be won to bestow equal, |

Mountjoy in society in

1 may have felt after Aurelia’s excited | °F “VB deeper, tenderness upon an-

description they vanished now. I knew
with whom 1 had to deal, and felt sure
that whatever game she mi;‘;ht play I
knew a secret art by which, if necessa-
ry, to checkmate her.

Mrs. Mountjoy rose as I entered, as
if about to greet warmly an old friend.
Upon seeing a stranger a slight change
passed quickly over her countenance,
and she bowed coldly in amswer to my
salutation. '

“Mrs. Desmond desires to be ex-
cused,” I said, coolly; for I was quite
willing our visitress should understand
that her presence was unwelcome.
‘She labors under a slight indisposi-
tion, which will prevent her seeing any
guests this morning.”

‘“Indeed!™ replied Mrs. Mountjoy.
¢¢] regret it extremely, I assure you. It
is some years since I have met Mrs.
Desmond, and it would give me great
pleasure to renew her acquaintance.
Please to present my compliments to
her, and say that, sinee I am so unfor-
tunate this morning, I shall give myself
the pleasure of calling again. I heard
of her presence here through our mu-
tual friend, Mr. Raymond ; and, indeed,
I have been greatly stimulated to per-
severe in my earnest resolve to renew
our friendship by that gentleman's en-
thusiastic desceription of her. She was
Miss Leslie when I knew her, and suf-
ficiently charming; but I can readily
believe that time has only matured her
loveliness.”

I had not heard the hiss of the ser-
pent once throughout all this long
speech. Her voice was honeyed sweet-
ness, but at the conclusion I perceived
distinctly the snake-like glitter of her
eye.

y“MI‘S. Desmond is, indeed, a very
lovely woman,” I said, simply; ¢ quiet
worthy the friendship and esteem of the
noblest. She is in peculiar affliction,
however, at present, and sees very little
society.”

¢ Indeed! I thought her quite gay,
and I have admired her resolution in so
effectually concealing the deep grief
which the death of her little danghter
must have caused her. 1 way add that
Miss Leslie and myself were rivals in
our girlhood. Please say to her, with
my regards, that I consider it a partic-
ularly good fortune to me that this op-
portunity for renewing our acquaint-
ance occurs at a time when my happy
marriage and her touching grief render
the indulgence of the old jealousy,
which I had certainly reasonto indulge
in then, utterly absurd. Tell her that
I promise good behavior for the future,
if she will but admit me on the list of
her friends.”

I confess I was more than surprised
at such importunity from Mrs. Harold
Montjoy. Her husband was old, weal-
thy and gentle; her position as a lead-
er of fashion, at present an enviable
one, however unenviably attained. Why

|

other. And why not? Her nature is
deepening day by day.” |
“And that other would be the happi-
est man on earth.” !
* If you think so, persevere, and win !

| the prize.”

Raymond’s declaration which fol-
lowed but a short time after the nbove
conversation took Aurelia quite by sur-
prise. I was not disappointed—nor, |
think, was he—that she gave him an
unqualified refusal. ’

He told her his story; confessed lhei
weakness of which he had been guilty;
showed her her power, not suo much to
sway him from any course which he
had deliberately chosen as by pure as-
sociations to ivflnence his choice;
pleaded his earnest love and reverence |
for her, and then left the case in her
hands.

* Such assurance,’ said Aurelia, with
a smile, *‘to make even his faults plead |
for him."

‘“At least, it proves his sincerity,” I
said. ‘A courtship based upen such
candor is free from many dangers.”

‘1 can not forget,”” she said, *‘that
that sweet picture once lay warm and
pure at his beart. I know he maust, at
the core, be tender and true. I am
willing to be, nay, I am proud and hap-
py to be, his friend, his sister even; but
I have been a wife once, and it is over
—I can not be again.”

It was nearly spring, and Aurelia re-
turned to her quiet home. Mr. Ray-
mond came often tosee me, and [ know
he had not forgotten Aurelia. Mr.
Harold Mountjoy died that spring, and
left his widow free in the exercise of
her peculiar talents. She frequented
Raymond’s studio more than ever, but
to no effect. Her spell once broken,
Raymond was too clear-sighted to be
caught again.

Aurelia wrote frequently, and I saw
by her letters that her nome was not
what it had once been.

¢ ] am haunted,’ she wrote to me in
the early autumm. ‘I walk out into the
woods, and the mellow sunshine mocks
me with tha loss of loving smiles; the
winds, whispering in the branches, re-
mind me of my baby's sweet tones ; and
a yellow leaf that dropped onece upon
my forehead made me start—I thought
it was her gentle toueh; even the birds
are happy in the execrcise of all their
gentle, loving nature. I only am left
desolate. I have told you more than I
meant to, but not more than my heart
often compels me to think.”

Of course, I had no right to tell Ray-
Emnd all this ; but I did say to him one

ay:

“You are looking worn. Why don’t
you spend one of these glorious Octo-
ber days im the country? Run down
with my love to Aurelia, and an invita-
tion to come back and spend the winter

with me.”
“I'llgo,” he said. **It will be the

d | promise,

| treasure below.

| their hearts for a
| white breast have another significance. |

When he came back his countenance
was radiart with joy. _

“ Are you well paid for going?” I
asked him. °

* Amplg. She would give me no

ut, I lefta upon her fin-

r. Ah! she is a jewel!"

When the spring came again I went

down to Aurelia’s wedding. She isa
happy wife and a mother now; the light
of her home; the every-day blessing
d the inspiration of a circle of warm
d true friends.
“ Ah!” she said to me the other day,
‘““nature plans wiaaliy and well. Two
are stronger for life’s duties than one,
meeter for life’s pleasures; and for that
discipline which all souls need in tend-
erness and thoughtfulness and charity,
there is nothing like a happy marriage,
with its year-by-year growth of experi-
ence in love.”

Mrs. Harold Mountjoy cuts Raymond
and his wife. She lives on her lonely,
selfish, intriguing life in the midst of
her splendor, bearin§ a bitter, restless
and craving heart. Who, then, among
our readers would wish to be a serpent
for the sake of shining in glittering
scales?

- ——

Delving After Wealth.

It only takes five minutes. You step
into the cage, and the hand that guides
the Titan at the surface touches the rein
of the black monster, and you are
plunging into the gloom. In a moment
the lights of earth go outl; by the glare
of lanterns you know you are passing
dripping timbers; the sounds from
above grow fainter and cease; the va-
pors rise from around vou as from a
caldron; you hear now and then arum-
ble in the depths, as though the dark
spirits below were cumpTainiug that
their treasures were being thus taken
away; you listen, expecting to hear the
muttering gnomes which guard the sa-
ered treasures; there comes a dance of
the cage under your feet; you know the

ilm.nd above has touched the burden-
' bearer, and then the cage stops and

you are more than a quarter of a mile
below the busy city which you just a
few minutes before left; fromthe dusty

highway you have stepped in- |
to the world’s grandest treas-
ure-house; you have passed from |

|the temperate to the tropical zone|
{in & moment—von are in 4 bonanza. It

takes but a little space to complete the

transition; it takes but a moment tu]

describe it; but the change is wonder- |
ful, and to one of a thoughtful mind

ing visit.
4 mine
True, there

It is no little thing to work

are broad avenues

competent to support a world

ertion necessary to keep this contlict |
with the spirits which guard thoe buried |
The men are stripped
to the waist, those brawny delvers,
with perspiration bursting from every ‘
pore and their bodies shicing as it is
said the Spanish vietims shone in the |

- {
suniight when stretched upon the top of |

Teocola, cre the Astec priests tore out |
sacrifice.

On the surface servile races may take
from the laporer his bread;

tion.

ble, for what is needed among gnomes
is a steady brain, a quick, strong hand,
a ruling intellizence.
holds '

with by the world's ruling races. It

looks pleasant down there in the mimic |
| streets and under the lantern’s glare, |
before those streets were opened !

but
there was in the stifling air a work per-
form ed which ean not be

powder was burned, men fainted and |

fell in their places; but the work went

aon.

years they will be worked 3,000 feet be-
low the surface as wnconcerned as they
now delve at the present levels. We
pass through a long drift, and suddenly
we find where the attacking column is
driving into the ore. Thesizht is mag-
nificent, but for those in the East who
fancy that silver-mining is a light thing
to accomplish one visit here would dis-
pel the illusion. A glimpseat the work,
a glance at the machinery, a few
thoughts of the study required to make
a successful battle against the rock, the
danger and gnomes, would suddenly
reveal to them how it is that a first-

and how, after he completes his educa-
tion below ground, he can seize upon
the ordinary avocation of life as a stu-
dent after compassing algebra is never
more troubled by a problem in arith-
metic. But we are on the cage once
more, the bell up above signals that
there is precious freight on board, and
in five minutes more we are out of the
depths, the blessed sunlight comes to
us again, the sammer strikes us with a
chill, we are out of the depths, and
have done the bonanza.—Boeulder (Col.)
Courver.

-

A Scared Darkey.

A letter from Norwich, Conn., to the
Hartford T¥mes contains the following
story, as told by George W. Fuller, a
submarine diver, who is now in the
former city: ¢ While performing some
work for ¢*Uncle Sam® in one of the
Southern ports, where it was customa-
ry for those who supplied the market
with early garden-truck to load their
boats and row them around to the
wharf, it happened that one day a burly
negro loaded his boat with watermel-
ons, and had just reached the dock
where the usual number of loungers
stood watching the operations of the
diver., The negro, all unconscious of
his situation, was zealously endeavor-
ing to dispose of his eargo, when Ful-
ler suddenly emerged, helmet first,
from the water, thrusting his goggle-
eyes and ugly head before the aston-
ished occupant of the boat, and, seizin
one of the largest of the melons, sun
immediately. The darkey, with a yell
and a bound, reached the dock, and
neither stopped nor turned until he
reached home with the tidings that *de
debble had 'fiscated de melons and was

best medicine for me.”

| taken um down.'"

1,500 feet below the surface. |
there; |
| broad timbers which, like Atlas, seem | .
: 7 . . Y upon [ 12x14 feet, two doors and one window.
their broad backs; there are ougi:wcrsl
at work and cars running; but every |
| glimpse of a man there reveals the ex- |

| ters, ¢
i

Those |

1
down in5 man sveten of malaria muay L eff
that gloom there is no fear of competi-| \ .. .
The palefaces there hold sway. |

There the Caucasian race is indispensa- | tric

Those strong- !
are not stormed until grappled |

calculated. |
Picks were swung, drills were struck, |

So it will proeeed in the future, |

until probably after another simoen‘l
|

class miner has to be a first-class man, |

A BSteer Jumps from a Bri an
Cnshup:m to Dutgfe .

‘This morning &% 10 o’clock, says the
Cineinnati Zimes, the people living
near the Covington end of Cincin-
nati Bridge were horrified to learn that
a man named Hickey, who resided at
No. 29 East Seventh Street, Covington,
had met with a terrible, and in all prob-
ability fatal, accident. The details of
the sad affair are few and easily told.
Wm. Hickey and three companions
were standing on Front Street, imme-
diately under the bridge, engaged in
conversation, while a drove of cattle
were being driven over, and, as guards
are placed on both sides of the bridge,
the thought that any danger was in-
curred by standing under it never sug-
gested itself to either of them. It ap-
pears, however, that amohg the drove
was an unruly steer, who had caused
the drivers some trouble in comin
through the city, and who then seeme
determined not to cross, and, despite
their efforts to keep him in the wagon-
way, succeeded in getting on the foot-
walk, near the abutment, from which
place it leaped cver the guards, tear-
ing away the telegraph-supports
and wire, and alighting on the un-
fortunate man, literally mashing him to
pieces. The wharfmaster, who stood
within a few feet at the time of the ac-
cident, assisted by the three compan-
ions before mentioned, raised the dead
animal from the poor sufterer, and car-
ried him into a house near by, then
promptly summoned Dr. Kearns, who
ordered an ambulance for the purpose
of taking him to the hospital, whete, it
is since reported, death ended his
agony. When first picked up, blood
and water issued from his ears and
nostrils, and the Doctor gave it as his
opinion that he could live but a few
hours, at farthest. The unfortunate
man is a rolling-mill workman, and has
a wife and three children. We were
unable to learn the name of the owners
of the drove, the men in charge refus-
ing to give the information.

i -

Mementoes of Audrew Johnson,

A Kentucky correspon.t<at, writing
y i Z

| from Greenville, Tennessee, the former

home of Andrew Johnson, mentions
some of the mementoes of the ex-Pres-

| ident, as follows: The veritable tailor’s

shop is standing and may be seen by
any visitor. Mine host worked with
Andy on the bench. Mr. Johnson’s

the wonder increases with each returit- | old r_mmc, e plain and é-llu;plc'-.su'm_'tul'c
! bearing the impress of time, is on a re-

tired strect. The bouse in which Mr.
Johnson lived, when he first came to
Tennessee, is 2 small, one-story frame,

His tailor’s shop wis much the same
kind of a structure, with a piain board
sign, without border, two and one-half
feet long and eighteen inches wide,
blackish base, with yellowish-red let-
A. Johnson, Tailor."” The house
n which he last lived is a very plain
but neat two-story, with a two-story
wing running from one end. His son
now occeupies the home. Crape hangs
on the door-knob yet.
i
The Influcnce of Malaria Countere-
ncted,

e ™ -
riiell lpiaet

That the ha ‘» upon the hu.

winally
been  demonstrated for
veurs pust by the protection atforded the in-
Labitants of the vast miasma-brecding dis-
icts in North sl South Ameriea, Guate-
! mada, Mexico and the West Indies, hy Hos-
tetter’'s Stomach Bitters, Used as o pre-
ventive, they have invariablv been found to
be a most reliable safocuard against chills
and fever, bilious . and «till more
malirnant types of malarious discase, and
when emploved 25 a remedyv bave always
proved their adeguacy to the task of eradi-
cating such waladies from the system. For
dizorders of the <tomach, lver and bowels,
| which in hot climates and mia-matic local-
itics are particularly rife, the Bitters are
a prompt and thorough remedy.  They also
| strengthen  the  system, tranquilize the
nerves, promote digestion and sound slecp,
and impart unwonted relish for food.

racted has

remitients

Sneezing Catarrh, Chronic Ca-
tarrh, Ulcerative Catarrh,

! ‘permanently cured by

SANFORD’S
RADICAL
. CURE.

Saxrorp's NADPTOAL CURE FOR CaTAmEE isasafe,
certain, and permanent care for Catarrh of every form,
and i3 the most perfect remedy ever devised, 1t s
! l‘-'irvl:-‘ a vegetable distilation, snd {4 applicd locall

ww losuffiation, and constitutionully Ly juternal ads
niintstration. Loeally applied relief i Instantaneoisd,
1t sootlics, heals, and cleanses the nusal passages of
cvery feellog of heaviness, obsirnction, dulness, of

izziness, Constitutionally adn ed 1t renovates
the blood, purities It of the aci son with which it
13 nlways charged in Catarrh, st ates the stomach,
Hver and kidueys, perfects digestion, makes new
blood, and permits the formation of sound, healthy
ti=sue, and flaally obtalns complete control over the
discase, The remarkable curative powers, when all
othier remedles utterly fail, of Saxrorp's Rapical
CURE, are attested by thousands who gratefully rec-
ommend it to fellow-sufferers. No siatement is made
reguariiing it that cannot be substantiated by the most
respectable and reliable references. It 18 a great and
good medicine, and worthy all_confldence.  FEnch

| ford's Improved Inhaling Tube, and full dircetions foa
its use in all cascs.

SaxrForp's Rapioan Core is eold by all wholesale
and retall droggists throughout the United States
Frice $1. Depot, WEEKS & POTTER, Boston,

EVERYBODY

CHEERFULLY RECOMMENDS

COLLINS’
VOLTAIG PLASTERS.

HEY contain the grand curative element, Erzo
TEICITY, combined with the finest compound ol
medicinal gums ever united together. It therefore
scems impossible for them to fall in afording prompl
relicf for all paios aud aclics,

"' THE BEST PLASTER.”

Messrs, Weeks & Potter, Genltlemen, — Please send
me 71X COLLINS' Vo.t.‘runﬁ’ua‘uu. Send by return
mall. I think they are the best Plaster I ever used

Pl find closed,
ORI HASEELL LEWIS.
Mirrozrp, DeL., July 14, 1876,

“ AN EXCELLENT PLASTER

”

7
Mesers. Waeks & Potter, Gentlemen, —%Ieau pend

me another COLLINS’ VOLTAIC PrAsTER. I find them

to hda aln excellt-murl‘i%ﬂer.—thc M“h":-aa'dloh::? :m

L

oy, | vmaorry thatthe Grugs s ¥ 3. ANIDE

Broapway, 0., July, 1876,

SOLD BY ALL DEUGGISTS.

fce, 25 ts. Bent by mail. earefully wrapped, on

nﬁlﬁi of caeinc-:ms for o,;w 125 for n{. or 25 'fot

twelve, by WEEKS & POTTEH, Proprietors, Bostony
niy

prekage contains a Treatise on Catarrh and Dr. Sane |




